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JAMES 
AND_HiS MOTHER. 


A DIALOGUE. 


James. Tam glad you do 
not write books for children, 


Mother. 

Mother. Why not, my son? 

James. Oh, because—I 
don’t know—because it must 
be so easy. 

Mother. Easy, James !— 
Why how can you say so, 
after criticising Mrs. Sher- 
wood so severely this morn- 
ing? In writing for men 
and women, one can give 
their own thoughts, as they 
rise, but when one writes for 
youth, it is necessary to use 
the language, and think the 
thoughts of youth, and that 
is quite a study. 

James. Well, mother, I 
meant that it must be so tire- 
some to write for children. 








ee a rel 
Mother, But suppose it is 
tiresome, (which I do not be- 
lieve,) are we to do every 
thing to please ourselves, 
and nothing for others ? 
James. Ah! now, youthink 
I am selfish. I don’t know 
what is the reason, but I am 
glad you do not write such 
little things as story books. 


WV ther. It is gong ervey 
my fear boy, to assert a 


thing after giving up reason- 
ing about it. Let ime look 
into your heart. Whom have 
you heard speak on this sub- 
ject ? 

James. Nobody but sister 
Maria, and Miss Isabella. 
Oh! Mother, I wish you had 
seen how beautifully miss 
Isabella looked! She had on 
such asplendid hat, and such 
exquisite flowers, and her 
white hands were full of 
rings, and she moved her 
head so gracefully, and she 
courtesied so fashionably!— 
Have you seen her lately, 
mother 4 

Mother. Yes, she dresses 
with great taste. But what 








did she 
books ? 

James. Why, Maria was 
relating something about 
“the anecdotes of remarka- 
ble boys,” in the ‘Juvenile 
Miscellany,” and Miss Isa- 
bella drew up her pretty 
mouth, and trotted her clasp- 


ed shoe, and said, for her 
pert “* ehe did wut see what 


they made so much commo- 
tion about children’s books 
for; she thought people 
could employ themselves 
mere satisfactorily in many 
other things.” , 
Mother. (laughing.) Why, 
Janes, I cannot tell which 
yot are thinking most about, 
Isabella’s pretty hat, or her 
buckled shoes, or her opin- 
ions You seem to forget 
tha} bright and talented 
mus are deeply engaged 
in tle cause of youthful im- 
propment, both in Europe 
andthis country, and you 
not presume, because 

our \harleston belles have 
not yt taken up their ne, 
that he office is beitenth 


say of children’s 
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them.—I could whisper in | 


your ear one name of a 
young and beautiful woman 
here, who wears her hat as 
queenly,and buckles her shoe 
as gracefully as Isabella, 
who has written an exqui- 
site piece for a child’s Sou- 
venir. 

Jumes. What, in Charles- 
ton ? In this very city? Oh 
mother! who is it? Is it you, 
mother? 

Mother. Ah, now you are 
flattering. No, it is not I, but 
I am half tempted to try. 

James. So do, Mother. 
How I should love to read 
one of your stories. 

Mother. What, James! 
Changed so soon? And do 
you really think, my blonde 
would wave as gracefully if 
I were to write a little book? 

James. Pray do not laugh 
at me, mother, I forgot Miss 
Edgewarth, and Mrs Child 
and hundreds of others. - I 
confess Miss Isabella’s pret- 
ty contempt made me fasti- 
dious. Iwill nottalkagain, as 
you advise, after I give up 
reasoning. 





Anecdote, 

A little boy, baing #ked 
what ‘profession he vould 
choose, answered, *, A Min- 
ister, or a Drummer.” 
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For my Voungst 
Readers. | 











An-na_ walk-ed. in-to 
the gar-den, and /aw a 
large tree. It ws_ full 
of green leaves Men | 
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can-not thake such pret- 
ty leaves.« God makes 
them, he makes the sky 
that looks o-ver them, 
the sun that warms 
them, and the lit-tle 
birds that sit in the 
branch-es of the tree. 
Look at that bird! It 
isa Blue Jay. What is 
he “do-ing here? He 
should be in the for-est. 
Do not be troub-led for 
the Blue Jay. He has 
come here for bugs and 
cat-er-pil-lars to this 
large tree. He will sing 
if you do not fright-en 
him, but if you go too 
near, he will fly a-way 
scream-ing. What pret- 
ty blue and _ pur-ple 


feath-ers on his head, 
and now ne rais-es them 


up, and now he puts 
them down. See some- 
thing like a_ half-moon 
on his breast, black and 
gorey. Look! he has 
own to the po-ta-toe 
patch, and now he 
moves his long, light, 
blue tail, tip-ped with 
black. He does not 
love Owls. When he 
sees an Owl, he will call 
all his friends with a 
loud scream, and they 
will gath-er round him. 
The Owl will look at 
them with his big eyes, 
and then fly away. 
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Editor's answer to 


Maria - 

I hope I shall be able to 
satisfy you,my young friend, 
that your parents are reason- 
able in denying you the 
commen amusements of the 
week on Sunday. 

The first, and strongest 
reason why you should keep 
the Sabbath day holy, and 
different from other days, is 
because God has command- 
ed it. Suppose a_ great 
king, living many miles off, 
were to send youevery week 
a beautiful present of toys, 
which should delight, and 
amuse you, and at the same 
time, give you this com- 
mand, “ you may play with 
these toys every day in the 
week but ene, and the reason 
is this ; if you are every day 
occupied with them, you 
will either become weary, 


and not enjoy them, or, if 
you are still interested in 


them, you will think so 
much of your toys, as to for- 
getme.” Do you think that 
princely friend would ask 
too much, when he request- 
ed you to lay aside the toys, 
for one day in seven? God 
is your unseen friend. He 
gives you every thing, which 
you enjoy. Will you not 
devote one day to Him ? 
The second reason, why 
your parents should fill your 
mind with serious, but not 
sad occupations on the Sab- 
bath, is, that you may gain 
religious habits. You will 
know hew to worship God. 
And suppose you die earl¥ 
—many children die young. 
*See the last number. 
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How happy will you be, that 


you have not been a strang- 
er to Him. _ You may live, 
however, and I cannot de- 
scribe to you, what serenity 
and peace a love of God 
gives to the mind. 

I once hada sick friend, 
who suffered many months 
in bodily pain. In the depth 
of the night, I used often to 
hear a sweet strain of music, 
rising from her lonely. cham- 
ber. When I would go to in- 
quire into her wants, I per- 
ceived that she was singing 
the hymns of Watts, which 
she had learned in childhood. 
She said they comforted her 
heart. I have listened to 
voices of deep power and 
skill as they swelled in har- 
mony, and stilled admiring 
crowds, but I have never 
heard any thing so sweet, as 
that midnight hymn. — 

l have seen a little girl, 
young and lively like you, 
sit by the bed side of the 
same sufferer and sing, 

*« Hush, my dear, lie still and slumber, 
Holy angels guard thy bed ;” &c. 
The invalid would stop her 
sad moaning, her weary eyes 
would close quietly, and we 
thought she slept, except 
that her fingers gently mov- 
ed in concert with the tune. 

Cheerfully, then, my dear 
Maria, attend to your Sab- 
hath exercises, for you may 
comfort a dying friend, or 


soothe your own bed of pain. 
“Tis religion that can give 
Sweetest pleasures while we live ; 
Tis religion must supply 

Solid comforts when we die, 

After death its joys will be 

Lasting as eternity : 

Let me then make God my frieng, 
And gn all his ways attend.” 








} Miss S 


Communication. 








Letter from a little girl to 
her friend, describing a late 
examination of the Infant 
School on Charleston Neck. 


I wish you had been at 
the Infant School on Friday, 
dear Adelaide; you would 
have been so. pleased to hear 
the children talk about every 
thing inthe world. They 
told us about oceans, and 
seas, and lakes, and rivers. 
They told us how servicea- 
ble animals were, especially 
sheep; that the skin makes 
parchment, for our fathers to 
write their wills upon. They 
counted with balls—they 
multiplied, subtracted, and 
added to admiration ;—then 
they sung “ The Multiplica- 
tion Table in Rhyme.”— 
They told us what was first 
used to write on. What do 
you think it was? “Do 
you give it up?” Why the 
very sheep skin I was telling 
you about. 


Oh! dear Addy, the boys 
and girls were dressed in 
their Sunday clothes, and 
looked so smart! The 
speakers had a piece of blue 
ribbon on their right shoul- 
der. One said, “I am to 
make a speech !” Then the 
young ladies looked so pret- 
ty, and the old ladies looked 
so good, and the lady Presi- 
dent, better than all. I 
pray to God, that I may be 
useful and kind to every 
body like her. 


The children’s teacher, 








, had some pret- 
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ty books, and gave to ‘hem, 
according to their merit. 
These infant children told 
us things that old people 
would like toknow. I wish 
you had been there ! 


They marched around a 
circle, made of chalk, in the 
middle of the floor, the girls 
and boys on different sides ; 
their teacher holding up 
their bags and baskets said, 
“whoowns this? Who- 
ever owned it, stepped for- 
ward, and went into another 
room, and ate their lunch. 
Then she rang a bell, and 
they all returned, and stood 
up in the ring. Then she 
told them that they must say 
their prayers, and said, “ re- 
member, children, you must 
not think that these ladies 
and gentlemen see you, but 
that God sees you, and hears 
your prayers.” Then they 
all clasped their tiny hands, 
and shut their eyes, and said 
such delightful prayers ! 
The boys made a lows bow, 
and the girls a courtesy, and 
the eldest girls put on the 
hats of the younger, and all 
went home, as did also, 

Your affectionate 


Mary. 








Ancient punishment for scandal 
in Poland. 


The offender was senien- 
ced publicly to place himself 
under a table, in the attitude 
of a dog, there to bark three 
several times, and between 
each barking to declare 
aloud, that he had “ lied like 
a dag.”—Ed. Review. 
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ORIGINAL POWs 


—_— a 


THE SCHOOL-BOY IN TROUBLE. 





Oh where is my hat? It is taken away,— 
And my shoe-strings are all in a knot, 

1 can’t see a thing as it should be to day, 
Though I’ve hunted in every spot. 


My slate and my pencil no where can be found, 
Though I plac’d them as safe as can be; 

And my books and my maps are all scatter’d around, 
And hop away just like a flea. 


Do, Rachel, just look for my Atlas up stairs, 
My sop is somewhere there too— 

And, sister, just brush down these troublesome hairs, 
And mother, just fasten my shoe, 


And sister, beg father to write an excuse,— 
But stop, he will only say “ no,” 

And go on with a smile, and keep reading the news, 
While every thing troubles me so. 


My satchel is heavy and ready to fall, 
That old pluffer is breaking my map, 

I'll have nothing to do with my pluffer or ball, 
There’s no playing for such a poor chap. 


St. Michael’s will strike in a moment, I fear, 
Then away to the foot I must sink, 
There—look at my Carpenter tumbled down here, 
And my Worcester all cover’d with ink } 


I wish [’d not linger’d at breakfast the last, 
Tho’ the shrimps and the clabber were fine, 

I think that our Edward must eat very fast, 
To be offwhen | have'nt done mine. 


Now Edward and Harvey both say they can’t wait, 
And beat on the door with their sticks, 
I suppose they will say I was dressing too late, 
To-morrow J°U be up at six. 
Cc. G, 
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INFANCY. 
BY S. G, BULFINCH, AUGUSTA, 
Infant, sporting round the heariay 
_ In thy careless purity, 
In thy soul-felt, guiltless mirth, 
, Would I were lke the¢! 





Thou art like a new born stream, 
Bursting forth beneath the hill ; 

Flashing in the sunny beam, 
Wild and sparkling still. 


Not an envious plant or stone 

Checks its current’s fairy lightness 7 
Not a stain of earth is thrown 

O’er its pearly brightness. 


Infant, sporting round the hearth. 
In thy careless purity, 

In thy soul-felt, guiltless mirth, 
Would! were like thee ! 


Ah, in vain! the years gone by 
Never, never can return, 

Nor the troubled waters hie 
Back to childhood’s urn. 


Yes!—like thee, fair child, above, 
Brighter, happier, may I be; 

Praise to him, whose realm of love 
Welcomes such as thee ! 


CHARLESTON: 


Saturday, September 15, 1832. 
== ———— 
DONA MARIA. 

Which way did Don Pedro sail, when he 
carried his daughter from Brazil to England, 
to place her er the protection of the King 
of Great Britain ? 

Which way did they sail from England, to 
the Portuguese Island of Terceira, one of the 
Azores? 

Which way did they sail from the Azores 
when they went to Portugal, and took posses- 
sion of Oporto ? 

The French King, Louis Philippe, allows hid 
soldiers to fight against Don Miguel, and Wil- 
liam IV. King of England, protects Dona Ma- 
ria from the Spaniards by a fleet in the harbour 
of Lisbon. The King of Spain, Ferdinand 
VIL. wishes to assist the wicked usurper, but 
is afraid of the English ships of War. On the 
23d July, Don Pedro’s army gained a victory 








over Don Miguel at Valouga. 


OVe ee) 
DINED on the 6th inst. Caroune 
EvizabeTi nrNny, in the 11th year of her 

e. . 

Thus have two members of our community, 
in the glow and freshness of yo, already 
found places in this obituary . Many 
of my young subscribers have been their 
classmates in study, and their companions in 
amusement. While they see these monitory 
graces, may they be prepared forthe same ear- 
y change. 
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